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AN 


Se lie Iſrael's ww; f 
Whiltt Abſalom, my ſon, my ſon, I cry? 
Could he lament the youthful rebel's fate, 
Weep o'er the traitor, nor the murdꝰ rer hate? 
By his own fault the wilful youth had dy'd 
mn 
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1 
But all's forgot each blackeſt crime's remov'd, 
David has nought to tell—but how he loyd. 
What meaſure then can grief like mine e'er know ? 
Or what forbid ſuch tears as mine to flow ? 
No fuch alloy the precious gold debas d. 
No acts like theſe my lovely child diſgrac d. 
He ftood confeſt his parents joy and pride, 
Nor ever gave them grief—but when he 1 
Say thou dear mother of our lovely boy, 
Who ſhar'ſt my grief, and doubleſt all my joy, 
Say can we bear unmov'd this heavy croſs? 
Or live inſenſible to ſuch a loſs ? 
The awful blow is truck, the arrow's flown, 
| And our ſweet William is for ever gone; 
Thy kindred heart a grief like mine muſt prove, 
And join in ſorrow as it join'd.in love. — 
Ye ſons of apathy's deteſted ſtock, 25 
Whoſe hearts can rival th Obdurate rock ; 
Tis yours againſt ſuch woes your breails to ſieel, 
And blame the tenderneſs ye cannot feel. 
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351 | | 
Ev'n the poor bird e bewails her rifled neſt, 
And feels the ſorrows of a parent's breaſtz 
With plaintive notes on ſome ſequeſter d ſpray, 4 
She ſits and ſings the mournful hours away. i; i 
His lovely form a lovelier ſoul contain'd 
Where ev'ry ſweeteſt temper mildly reign'd ; 
There brilliant wit with keen diſcernment ſhone, 
And native humour mark'd him for her own. | 
Oer his ſtrong ſenks, quick f e is 5 
Self-difidence her ſober mantle caſt, * 
And modeſty his gentle manners grac d. 
O can I cer forget how oft I've hung 
On the dear pleaſure of his tuneful tongue. 
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* vue leg 3 that inimitable plſgeof the Roman poets 


«© Thus Phitomel, bepexth the poplar thade, 
6 Laments her unfledg'd brood, which ſome rude ſwain 
&« Hath from the neſt with band relentleſs torn, 4/4 
« Lonely the fits, and through the night's Rill gloom 
„ Utters her ſorrows, warbles forth her grief, 
5 And fills the woodlands with melodious woe. 


B 3 | How 


| | 4 1 

5 How oft Ire fat with fond attention £x'd 

When with his lyre his lips ſoft accents mix d; 
Genius and taſte their native helps beſtow'd, —=_ 
Whilf from his hand the ſprightly meaſures flow'd. 


His muſic was th emblem of his mind, 
\ , Cheerful and ſweet, yet ſolid and refin'd. 


And form the circle or protract the line ; 
Whate'er he pleas'd his ready fancy drew, 
And manly genius ftarted into view. 


Nor did th' ſntalleſt inſect ſcape his eye; 

| Like a fix'd centinal himſelf he'd plant 

To watch the labours of th induſtrious ant; 

| Trees fruits, and flow'rs, by turns employ'd lis thought, 
And deep reflection its improvement brought. | 

Nor vainly curious, like the lab'ring bee, 

Honey from ev'ry flow'r he ſuck'd, and ev'ry tree, 


| 5 
| * 44: 
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Untaught by art, by no dull rules confin'd, 4: + 


Sometimes the ſelf-taught artiſt would deſign, | 


Sometimes o'er nature's work he'd cloſely pry, | — * 


That 72 


6-973 | 
That ſacred honey, wiſdom's precious lore *, . © 
4 Which taught him to reflect, admire, adore. . | 
Ah once lov'd ſhades, thou once delightful grove, 
Ye ſoft retreats where William lov'd to rove! 


. How ye remind me of thoie fleeting hours, 
Which with my child, I've paſs'd amidft your bow'rs, 
' Your ſu eetneſs, beauty, fragrance all unite 
|, To bring your friend, my child, before my fight. 
| Taught by the ſacred book's unerring line, . 
That book whoſe ev'ry page he held divine ; 
„Wiſe far above his years, he knew, he felt, 
And mourn'd the burden of his nature's guilt f; 
5 Oft of che foul contagion he'd complain, 
And dread the poiſon as he fear d the bane; - 
When the young heart collected all its pow'rs, 
And in the lone retreat in ſecret hours, 
His wants, his woes, his fears, his hopes, declare 
With all the warmth and eloquence of pray r. 


: 2 2 Prov. xxiv. 13, 14. | + Pſalm li. 5. 


Bleſſed, 
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Bleſſed, forever bleſſed be bis name, 

Who for his own my infant deign'd to claim; 

Who ſpread his everlaſting arms beneath *, 

And kept and fav'd him in the hour of death; 
That dreadful death, whoſe wound no cure can know, 
That ſecond death, that yawning hell below ; 
Gave him in Chriſt, eternal life to prove, 
And ſhare the bounties of a Saviour's love. 
Not long before my lovely infant dy'd, 
With fad complaint thus to a friend he cry'd: 

« How this world charms, this treach rous heart can tell; 
« I fear I love its vain delights too well. 

« Oh if Pm his, if mark'd on life's record, 

« I'd rather die than &er forget my Lord 1. 


/ 
. 


Deut. xxxiii. 27. 
+ After his death the following lizes were found in his pocket books 
mn by his own hand. _ 


« And when I'm to die, 
«© Receive me I'll cry; 
« For Jeſus hath lor d me 
I cannot ſay why.” 


Such 


18 
Such were his thoughts, ſoon was he call'd away 
To the bright regions of eternal day ; 
For ever Wasn his het nt fear, 
From fin and ſorrow, ſickneſs, pain and care. 
And ſhall I then lament my happy ſon? 
Or grieve that heav'ns righteous will is done? 
Shall I at wiſdom, mercy, truth, repine ? 
Or murmur at the love that's all divine ? | 
Ah ceaſe, vain wretch, did not ommiſcience know 


When to withhold; and when to ſtrike the blow ? 


If from thine arms, thy heart, thy child is torn, 
Think to whoſe arms the happy ſpirit's borne; 
View him with that dillinguiſh'd radient throng * ; 
He ſhares their triumphs as he joins their ſoug. 
No dimning veil can cloud the enraptur'd fight; 
No fear diminiſh the ſupreme delight. 
Such is the will of heav'n, in ſuch a choice 

I muſt, I will, I can, I do rejoice. | 


* Rer. iv. 1-6, 
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Theſe are the reas'nings of my better mind, 

Theſe the concluſions of the faith I fnd. 
But through the weakneſs of the mortal fleſh, 
My wounds will often ſmart and bleed afreſh; 
Conſli ting paſſions in my boſom lurk, 
And nature's fineſt ſprings are ſet to work. 
To my mind's eye my abſent child appears, 
And his dear voice ſalutes my fancy's ears. 
Through lonely paths of diſcontent I ftray, 
While grief aſſumes his form and marks the way; 
Then pungent ſorrows will my heart engroſs, 
I then forget his gain and mourn my loſs ; 
Yet ev'n in this, I ſee the hand of God, 
And thankful bow beneath the chaſt ning rod; 
By this I'm taught, how prone my nature is 
To ſeek its happineſs in worldly biſs ; 
By this I learn to raiſe my thoughts above, 
And ſeek my reft in God's eternal love. 
In each return of grief, in ev'ry pain, 
I read the uſeful leſſon o'er again. 


Nor let my veſſel anchor on a wave. 


With his dear Iſaac at thy word to part, 


Then ſhall I praiſe my God with ev'ry breath, \ 


| Where joy can never fade, and love can never die. 


Through this work?'s night to cvenlalting thy, 
From creature · confidence my ſoul would fave, 


Oh Thou who couldit confirain a father's heart 


Thy years are ſtill the ſame, thy truth, thy pow'r, 
Can' yet ſupport me in each trying hour; 2 
\Thy trengh, thine help, thy glorious pow'r diſplay ; 
And in my heart exert thy Spirit's ſway ; 


And Abr'am's trial bear with Abr'am's faith ; 
His ſteps purſue to fairer worlds on high, 


EPITAPH, 
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TRANSLATED BY A FRIEND, 


Fall'n by death's fatal fickle, here lies low, 
A flow'r than which a fairer did not blow : 

This mournful tomb conceals th' earthly clod, 

The ſpirit blooms in paradiſe with God. 

Boaſt cruel Death—but know, ſhort is thy reign; 

Thou in thy turn ſhall fall, he riſe again. 


— 


